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The tornado had indeed demolished St. Louis' business district,
cutting a swathe nearly a mile wide from the river almost to
Forrest Park, When I arrived they were still finding victims buried
in the debris. Dr. MofFett's office was completely wrecked, his
house on Washington Avenue damaged beyond repair. A police-
man said he understood the doctor was in a sanatorium., location
unknown; Belle and Susie had disappeared. Most of the furniture
had also disappeared, but bocks were scattered everywhere. I
found a volume of Hippocrates that he had urged me to read,
which I kept for thirty years and almost committed to memory.
No one knew what had become of the dogs,, horses. Belle, Susie,
or old Henry; seemingly no one knew or was interested in any-
thing beyond his own personal loss. Despondent and sick at heart,
I wandered about the house and garden, sat on the curb, talked
to a woman next door who was still slightly hysterical: her husband
had been severely injured while in a street-car that had been upset
by the storm and blown halfway through a store. That night for
the first time in my life I got very drunk.
Several days later I found a job down town clearing away the
debris, where my refined sensibilities were thinned out in spots
and became encrusted with a tougher, more practical covering.
I slept in a cheap river-front hotel, gulped my meals in a cheap
river-front hash-house, drank my beer in a cheap river-front
saloon, and was tough enough to hold my own in the toughest
company. A few inquiries had failed to locate Dr. Mofiett; St.
Louis without him meant nothing to me. One night after a free-
for-all fight which ended in a riot call, I slipped back to my room,
stuffed some personal effects, including my book, into a small bag,
caught an east-bound freight train.